CHAP, i                   BOANERGES                        I?

The front shop was nice, very nice indeed. He
arranged a few things, humming * Raindrops on
the Roof * as he did so. He stopped and patted
his Chinese ^Warrior on the shoulder* He was
very proud of his Warrior, a big figure in red-and-
gold lacquey carrying a sword] He had a black
hat and black hoots and in his eyes there was a stare
of cold arrogant brutality which Klitch greatly
appreciated*

Then (Klitch often afterwards remembered the
exact circumstances) his shop-bell rang, the door
opened and a man came in, lie was tail, broad and
stout* He was wearing an ulster and carried a
shabby brown bag* This last he at once put down
on a sham Chippendale chair and said? * Mr.
Herbert Klitch? His voice, even as revealed by
those few wards, was remarkable. It had a reson-
ance quite unusual, so that you felt that it was carried
on in a scries nf reverberating echoes. Nevertheless
its tone was tunefully deep ami true*

* Yes, that's me,1 said Klitch ungrammatically*
4 Ah,* said the man. Then he took off his ulster.
* just as though/ Klitch said afterwards,' he meant
to stay for the night/ I k smiled a broad and beam-
ing smile. This should have been friendly and
yet was not ultcijjrlher so. As Klitch very quickly
noticed, the man WUH in many ways a series of
contradiction*. He was big and should have given
an impression of great strength, but there was too
much flesh on hi* bones, ! its head was finely shaped)
but the checks were flabby, the mouth too small.
The eyes were large and friendly but also a littie sly.
His most remarkable feature was his nose, which was
unusually long* fleshy about the nostrils, and gave